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| Before I married Meg DI} tat" my aith, 

Her tongue was never louder than her breath ; 

But now it's turn®d ſae ſouble and-/ac bautd 
Tlat Job bimſell cou'd never thole the ſcauld, 
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K ern the froſty winds war blawin', 
Deep the ſna' had wreath'd the ploughs, 
Watty, wearyt a' day h e, 
Daunert down to Mungo Blue's. 
| It, 
Dryſter Jock was ſitting cracky, 
Wi' Pate Tamſon o' the Hill, 
& Come awa', quo? Johnny, “ Watty ! 
« Haith we'ſe Ha'e anitRer? gill.” 
III. 
Watty, glad to ſee Jock Jabos, 
And ſae mony nei'bours roun', 
Kicket frac his ſhoon the ſna' ba's, 
Jyne ayont the ſire ſat down. 
| EN IV. | 
Owre a boord, wi' bannocks heapet, 
Cheeſe, an” ſtoups, an' glaſſes ſtood ; 
Some war roarin', ithers ſleepet, 
Ithers quietly chewt their cude, 
| V's 
Jock was ſellin” Pate ſome tallow, 
A' the reſt a racket hel 
A' but Watty, wha; poor fallow, 
Sat and imoket by himſel'. 
VI. | 
Mungo fill'd him up a toothfu', 
Drank his health and Meg's in ane; 
Warty, puſſin' out a mouthfu', 
Piedg'd him wi' a dreary grane. 
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6 What' s the matter, Watty, wi' you? 
« Trouth your chafts are fa'ing in! 
“ Something's wrang—I'm vext to ſee you 
« Gugeſake ! but ye're deſp'rate thin !'? - 
VIII. 
« Aye,” quo Watty, „things are alter d, 
« But it's paſt redemption now, 
« O! I wiſh I had been halter'd 
When I marry'd Maggy Howe! 
IX. 
« J've been poor, and vext, and raggy, 
„ Try'd wi' troubles no that ſma'; 
66 Them I bore but marrying Maggy 
„„ Laid the cape-ſtane 0 them a's 


5 60 Night and day ſhe's ever yelpin', 


« Wi' the weans ſhe ne'er can gree 
6 Whan ſhe's tir*d wi' perfect ſkelpin', 
e Then ſhe flees like fire on me. 
« See ye, Mungo! when ſhe'll claſh on 
„ Wi' her everlaſting clack, 
& Whiles I've had my neive, in paſſion, 
« Liftet up to break her back l' 
XII. 
6 O! for gudeſake, keep frac cuffets! 
Mungo ſhook his head and ſaid, 


£ Weel I ken what ſort o“ life it's; 


6 Ken ye, Watty, h ow I did? 
XIII. 
« After Beſs and I war kippl'd, 
Soon ſhe grew like ony bear, 
s Brak* my ſhins, and, when I tippl'd, 
« Harl'd out my very hair! 
XIV. 


For a wee I quietly knuck!” d, 


But whan nacthing would pry all, 
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© Up my claes and caſh Ibuckb'd, 
6 Beſ: ! for ever fare ye weel, 
| XV. 
Then her din grew leſs and leſs ay, 
Haith I gart her change her tune: 
Nov a better wife than Beſſy 
Never ſtept in leather ſnoon. 
XVI. 
Try this, Watty,—Whan ye ſee her 
© Ragin” like a roarin' flood, 
« Swear that moment that ye'll lea” her; 
„That's the way to keep her gude.“ 
VVV 
Laughing, ſangs, and laſſes“ ſkirls, 
Echo'd now out thro' the roof: 
DoxE ! quo? Pate, and ſyne his arles 
Nail'd the Dryſter's waukct loof. 
XVIII. 
he thrang o' ſtorics telling, 
" Shaking han's, and joking queer; 
Swith! a chap comes on the hallan, 
« Mungo! is our Watty here!“ 
| XIX. 
Maggy's wecl kent tongue and hurry, 
Dartet thro' him like a knife, 
Up the door flew—like a fury, 
In came Watty's ſcawlin' wife. 
„ Naſty, gude-for-nacthing being! 
% O ye ſnuffy drucken ſow! 
« Bringin? wife an' weans to ruin, 
% Drinkin' here wi' ſic a crew! 
XXI. 5 
& Devil nor your legs war broken! 
Sic a lite nae fleſh endures 
© Toilin” like a flave, to floken 


& You, ye dyvour, and your *hores ! 
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Rag in' like a very devil, 


Watts, wha midſt this gration 
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XXII. 
1 Riſe! ye drucken beaſt o' Bethel ! 
« Drink's your night and day's deſire: 
« Riſe, this precious. hour! or faith Fil 
« Fling your whiſky i' the fire!“ 
XXIII. 
Vatty heard her 1 0 unhallowt, 
Pay'd his groat wi' little Gin, 
Left the houſe, while Maggy fallowt, 
Flyting a' the road behin'. | 
| XXIV. 
Fowk frae every door cam” lampin', 
Maggy curſt them ane and a', 
Clappet wi” her han' Sy and ſtlampin', 
Loſt her bauchels i' the ſna'. 
5 „ 
Hame, at length, ſhe turn'd the gave 
Wi' a face as white's a clout, 


Kickin' ſtools and chairs about. 
XXVI. 
& Yell ſit wi' your limmers round ye! 
„ Bang you, Sir! Ill be your death! 
„ Little d auds my han's, confoun id you ! 
65 But I cleave you to the teeth.“ 
XXVII. 


Ly'd her whiles, but durſtna' ſpeak, 
Sat like patient Reſignation 
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Sad his wee drap probe he fippet, 
Maggy's tongue gaed like a bell, 


Quictly to his bes a 7 e ſlippet, 
Sighin' af'en to pünſel . 
XXIX. 
16 17 8 50 are free frae ſeme vexation, 
* Vi ane has his ills to dree ; 
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CC But thro? a' the hale creation 


« Is a mortal vext like me !”? 
wo V4, Op 


A night lang he rowt and gauntet, 


Sleep or reſt he cou'dna tak” ; 


Maggy, aft wi' horror hauntet, 


Mumlin', ſtartet at his back. 


Soon as e'cr the morning peepet, 


Up raiſe Watty, waefu' chiel, 
Kiſs'd his weanies while they fleepet, 
 Wakent Meg, and ſought fareweel. 
| XXXII. | 
« Fareweel, Meg !—And, O! may Heav' 1 
C Keep you ay within his care: 
« Watty's heart ye've lang been grievin', 
«© Now ke'll never ſaſh you maar. 
XXXIII. 


N 6% Happy could I been beſide you, 


Happy baith at morn and een: 
“ A' ſthe ills did e'er betide you, 
„ Watty ay turn'd out your frien', 
XXXIV, 
« But ye ever like to ſee me 
& Vext and fighin' late and air.— 
6 Fareweel, Meg! I've ſworn to lea thee, 
& So thou'll never ſee me mair.” 
XXXV. 


Meg, a' ſabbin', ſae to loſe him, 


Sic a change had never wiſt, 

Held his han' cloſe to her boſom, 
While her heart was like to bruſt. 

0 XXXVI. 

« O, my Watty! will ye lea' me, 

„ Frien'leſs, helpleſs, to deſpair ! 

« O] for this ae time forgi'e me: 
« Never will I vex you mair,” 
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| | XXXVII. | 
& Aye! ye've aft ſaid that, and broken 
A' your vows ten times a week. 
“% No, no, Meg! See there's a token 
« Glitt'ring on my bonnet cheek. 
XXXVIII. 
& Owre the ſeas I march this ering, 
„ Liftet, teſtet, ſworn an' a, 
« Forc'd by your confounded girning ; 
« Fareweel, Meg! for I'm awa'.“ 
EXVXXIX. 
Then poor Maggy's tears and clamour 
Guſht afreſh, and louder grew, | 
While the weans, wi' mournfu” yaumer, 
| Round their fabbin* mother flew. 
: XL. 
1 * Tkro- the virth I'll wauner wi' you 
cc Stay, © Mar! ſtay at hame. 
« Here, upc” my knees, ll gre you 
_ Ony vow ye like to name. | 
XII. 
( Yes your poor young lammies pleadin” ; 
„Will ye gang an' break our heart ! 
« No a houſe to put our head in! 
© Noa yrien to take our part.“ 
| XLII. 
Ika word came like a bullet; 
Watty's heart begoud to ſhake ; 
On a kiſt he laid his wallet, 
Dightet baith lis een and ſpake. 
; EXILIII. 
« Tf ance mair I cou'd by writing 
“ Lea” the ſogers and ſtay ſtill, 
« Wad you ſwear to drap your flyting ?“ 
“ Yes, O Watty ! yes, I will.” 
XY LIV. 
« Then,” quo” Watty, « mind be honeſt: 
Ay to keep your temper ſtrive ; 
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e Gin ye break this dreadfu' promiſes 
« Never mair expect to thrive. 
XLV. 
« Marget Howe ! this hour ye ſolemn 
& Swear by every thing that's gude. 
« Neber again your ſpouſe to feaw!” him, 
q 2 W hile lite warms your heart and blood: 
| XLVI. 
ö 6 That ye'll ne'er in Mungo's ſcek me. 
0 «© Ne'er put dructen to my name 
. & Never out at e' ening fleck me 
| 3 6 Never gloom whan I come hame: 
* XLVIL _ 
| 4 “ That ye'll ne'er, like Beſſy Miller, 
| | ( Kick 7 ſins, or rug my hair 
| 5 0. TER ly, I' to beep the ſillen. 
TS This upo' your mul 1 ye ſwear! ? 
ö XLVIII. | 
: © Oh!” quo Meg, —“ Aweel,” quo: W ally: 
4 % Fareweel I—faith Dll try the ſeas.” 
1 « O ſtan' Kilt, Guo? Meg, and grat ay; 
| « Ony,—ony way ye pleaſe,” 
1 XLIX. 
vn Nagy fone, becauſe he preſt her, 
it . Swore to a' thing owre again: 
It: | W. 5 pb and danc'd, and kiſs'd her; 
10 Vow! but he was won'rous fain. 
ll Down: he threw his Mar vickorious; 
0 Ai ga ed bonnet, claes, and ſhoon; 
Ki yne aneath the bla 5 glorious! 
| | "Bag Anither Hinnzy= Mons 5 
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